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Summary: At the age of fifteen, Ben Organa hears a voice that compels 
him to make a decision that will leave his family, and the whole of 
the galaxy, horribly scarred. Oneshot. Set 14 yrs before 
TEA. 


The Pull to the Dark 

_Circa 20 Years After the Battle of Yavin_ 

**The Pull to the Dark ** 

I don't know if it's the rumbling hum that sounds almost alive, the 
sense of awed nervousness I get from knowing how easily I could 
accidentally cut off my own arm with it, or the sheer amount of 
deadly power I can feel emanating from the white core of its blade, 
but something about this weapon makes me never want to let it go, or 
turn it off. Luke's lightsaber f eelsaC 1 _ordained_ for me, somehow. 
I've held it for thirty seconds, and it already feels like an 
extension of my arm. 

_Does that come from him being my uncle, _I wonder, experimentally 
moving the saber in a slashing arc, watching the green edges of the 
blade just barely miss my small durasteel desk, _or is there 
something moreaC 1 mystical about it? Does the Eorce have a Will, like 
Luke says, or does it exist for our control? 

><em> 

It's a question I've asked him before, but Luke can't seem to _prove 
_that the Eorce has a will, or even a mind. Or how we're supposed to 
understand it, if it does. But I'm meant to hold this weapon, even 
though I'm not fully trained. I _have _to know how to use a 
lightsaber, if I'm supposed to live up to my uncle, to live up to 
mya€ 1 


My bedroom door suddenly slides open, and a voice I am developing 
highly mixed emotions about says, "I am so very disappointed. 



Ben. " 


Immediately I deactivate the saber, resisting the childish urge to 
hide it behind my back as I whirl to face mya€ 1 I hate calling him 
_Master_. He's my uncle. He used to make me laugh every day when I 
was little, before he apparently decided I couldn't do anything 
right . 

All I can think to say is, "I was going to bring it back." 

Luke sighs, and I can't help but wonder if those ridiculously blue 
eyes of his just naturally look that sad, or if he's doing it on 
purpose. "Of course you were, but that doesn't change the fact that 
you took it. You took a deadly weapon, from my private room, when 
I've _explicitly _told you on many occasions that _none _of the 
students will be trained in lightsaber use untila€l" 

"Until _when_. Uncle?!" Normally I wouldn't dare interrupt him; not 
out of fear of punishment, but out of what I have to admit is 
respect. I'm just too frustrated to care, at the moment. "You said 
that lightsaber training was one of the first things Kenobi ever 
taught you! Why are you making us all wait?" 

Luke rubs his shaven face tiredly, leaning in the doorway. "Because 
the weapon of a Jedi doesn't _make _a Jedi, Ben. Once you've mastered 
your connection to the Force, that's when you can move to the 
peripheral elements, the less crucial. I don't want anyone distracted 
with battle technique, when the Force is speaking to each and every 
one of you, expecting to be heard." 

He raises a hand, and his lightsaber flies to it, wrenched from my 
grasp. I almost scowl, but catch myself. _Just take it, Ben. Stop 
arguing. Mom wouldn't want you to argue. 

><em> 

"Back to meditation, then. Master Skywalker?" I ask neutrally. 

Luke shakes his head, and I can tell he sensed the derision behind my 
words. "I rather think you need it, Ben," he replies. 

My door shuts silently behind him. 

Luke says the Force expects to be heard, but I never hear it actually 
_tell _me anything. Eyes closed, sitting cross-legged on my bed, all 
I feel is the chaos of the galaxy, the limitless connections between 
every living thing, the endless war between light and darka€ 1 a chaos 
I can't stand. Luke always describes it as a beautiful energy, but to 
me it only feelsa€ 1 jumbled . Muddy. 

_I am a petal tossed by the wind, _I say in my mind, reciting the 
meditation phrases he taught me, wishing they even remotely helped. 

_I am a drop of rain in the storm. 

>But you do not have to be, young one . <br>_ 

With a jolt, my eyes snap open. What the hell wasa€ 1 I must have 
imagined it, allowed my mind to become unfocused. Voices can come 
through the Force to those who listen, Luke's told me that, but no 
one would be talking to _me_a€ 1 

_But I am, Ben Organa. And I have much to teach you. 



><em> 


I can't swallow. I can't _breathe_. I'm sweating, and I'm shivering, 
and I'ma€ll have to tell Luke. I have toa€ 1 

_No . 

><em> 


There's so mucha€ 1 _power _in the voice. It reminds me of the 
lightsaber's hum. _Who are you? 

><em> 


_I am the order in the 
sheltering darkness. I 
its shielding might. I 
><em> 


chaos, Ben Organa. I am the cloaking, 
am the legacy of the Empire's firm hand, 
ama€ 1 


of 


My door slides open, and I nearly fall from my bed. My palms and 
forehead feel slick, my body on fire with an energy I've never felt. 
But Kira doesn't seem to notice. 


"Hi Ben!" The girl says giddily, hurriedly pressing the button to 
close the door behind her. She bounds over to me, eyes alight with 
excitement. "I'm hiding!" 

_Hide somewhere else, _I want to tell her. But I've always liked Kira 
Kyrell, pathetic as it is that one of my only friends is a five-year 
old. So instead I ask, "Hiding from who?" 

"Artoo-Detoo, " She giggles, "We're playing hide-and-seek. Can I get 
under your bed? ! " 

I chuckle a little. Can't help it. "Sure." 

Her tiny body shimmies under my cot, and I can hear her muffled 
squirming for a few seconds before she pokes her head back out. "Hey, 
are you okay?" 

...She always seems to guess at my emotions, even if it takes her a 
minute. Even a _kid _seems to be more connected to the Eorce than I 
am. 


"I'm fine," I tell her. "Get back under; Artoo could be here any 
second . " 


She scrunches up her face, unrelenting. "No. You're not okay." 

I sigh in exasperation, but honestly, it's nice that she cares. "If I 
tell you how I'm feeling, will you go away?" 

"Nope ! " 

"aClEine. I'm just frustrated. I'm not getting any further along in 
my training, and Luke doesn't even seem to _like _me, most of the 
time. And neither do any of the other students. And neither do my 
_parents_. I'm supposed to be part of this great bloodline, right? 

But I'm not good enough for it, according toa€ 1 _everyone ._ Not good 
enough for Mom, so she sends me to the Academy. Not good enough for 
Luke, so he sends me to more meditation. And don't even get me 
started on my _father_, who only knows how to tell me what I'm _not_ 



doing righta€ 1 " 


I trail off, disturbed at how much I've revealed. At least she 
doesn't know about the voice. Then, Kira crawls out from under the 
bed, and surprises me with a tight hug. 

>A11 she says is, "You're good enough for <em>me<em>. _I _like you, 
Ben. " 

For some reason, I have to fight to keep my eyes from watering. "a€ll 
know. Thanks, Kira." 

"Should I leave you alone?" 

"a€ll should probably get back to meditating." 

"Okay!" She scampers back to the door. "I'll hide in someone else's 
room ! " 

The _second_ the door closes, the voice returns. 

_Who do you imagine, Ben Organa, when you think of real power? 

><em> 

I know how I should respond. Master Yoda, Obi-Wan Kenobi, my own 
uncleaO 1 these are the men I've been raised to respect, to emulate. 

But the name that has always haunted my curiosity, the name I've been 
firmly admonished to ignore like a bad dreamaO 1 I decide to be honest 
with the voice. 

_Darth Vader. 

><em> 

Whoever is speaking to me, I can sense that he's pleased. _Behold,_ 
it says, _your ultimate destiny. _ 

_ The Supreme Leader is wise. 

><em> 

The words shriek through my mind, a mantra essential to my own 
sanity. With every blaster shot that sears through clothing, flesh, 
and bone, I repeat it. Because it's true, and because amid the 
screams, begging, and dying gasps, it's so easy to forget. 

Kylo is the first to die. I never liked him, but Ia€l never _dis_liked 
him. A Bith, around my age, with a passion for gourmet food and a 
tendency to laugh loudly. He's the first student I see when I leave 
my room, shaking as I heft the bowcaster Chewbacca sent me for my 
fourteenth birthday. 

Kylo sees me, looks puzzled, cocking his head to the side. I almost 
turn around. I come so very, very close to going back to my 
room . 

The memory of Snoke ' s voice hums through me, replaying commands that 
started weeks ago. _Kill them all, while Skywalker is away. His death 
will come when you are stronger, after you have destroyed his hope 
and vision. When you are a Knight of Ren. 

><em> 



_The Supreme Leader is wise. 

><em> 

I fire. I can't afford to stop, after that. 

They die one by one, at first, and then in groups as they try to 
subdue me. Sheira, a Devaronian girl who enjoyed telling ghost 
stories to hushed audiences of trembling peers, lunges at me, trying 
to grapple the bowcaster from my hands. I can sense Quex, a Nautolan 
who always spoke to everyone with formal politeness, run to grab me 
from behind. Tavine, a Gamorrean who was never happier than when she 
was beating other students at sports, comes at me from the left. 

I reach out with the Dark Side, once again in awe of the chill it 
sends through my nerves before setting them ablaze with its power. 
Sheira and Quex fly backward, and as I fire a plasma bolt into 
Tavine ' s chest, both of their skulls are smashed against the 
wall . 

_The Supreme Leader is wise. 

><em> 

Dev' Ian will confront me soon, I know. As the eldest among us, he's 
the one Luke leaves in charge while he's out hunting for the 
crumbling remains of Jedi Temples. I find Dev in the dining hall, 
aiming a blaster at my head, six frightened teenagers standing behind 
him. 

"I'll shoot you, Ben," he says, and I'm moderately impressed at the 
steadiness of his voice, the determination in his Sullustan eyes. "I 
don't know what's happened to you, but I'll shoot you _right now_ if 
you don't stand down." 

_The Supreme Leader is wise. 

><em> 

I send a wave shuddering through the Dark Side, and Dev 'Ian's blaster 
explodes in his hands. The rest are killed in short order. Only one 
left. Only one. 

I find her in her room. I know she's under her bed, doing her best 
not to cry, and she _knows _I know, but doesn't move. She doesn't 
speak, or whimper, or even gasp, when I hurl the bed aside with the 
Force and aim the bowcaster at her exposed face. She doesn't need to. 
I can sense everything in her mind. 

Kira is afraid, but more than that, she's confused. She knows what 
I've done, but doesn't understand that _I _have done it, somehow. She 
knows I'm about to kill hera€lbut doesn't understand that she's going 
to die. 

_Kill them all. 

><em> 

_I like you, Ben. 

><em> 


Excluding myself, there are thirty-one students at the Jedi 
Academy . 



I kill thirty of them. 


><emxbr>_ "You have lived on this planet all your life_. " 
><em> 


She resists at first, and for a 
strong for this to work. Kira's 
and it's possible that, despite 
effect on her. _Can I afford to 
intact ? 

><em> 


moment I wonder if her mind is too 
always beena€ 1 something of a prodigy, 
her age, a Mind Trick will have no 
leave her alive, with her memories 


I try again, trying to keep my focus instead of giving way to panic. 
"_You have lived on Jakku all your life." 

><em> 


I feel it, then, and see it in her eyes, and my shoulders slouch with 
relief. Precocious though she is, Kira is still only a small child; 
her mind is far from developed. She looks around, seeming to 
recognize the desert terrain, before facing me again and saying, 

"I've lived here my whole life." 

"You have never left, and know nothing of the Force, the Jedi, Luke 
Skywalkera€ 1 or Kira Kyrell." 

"I've never left Jakkua€ 1 and I don't know anything abouta€ 1 " She 
frowns quizzically. "Whata€ 1 what ' s a 'Sky-Walker'?" 

Good. Excellent. Why do I feel sick to my stomach? This is going 
perfectly . 

An inner voice begs me not to go any further, and it sounds like my 
mother. Feeling cold under the scorching desert sun, I grip the Dark 
Side as tightly as I can, wave my hand again, and say, "Your family 
is leaving you here." 

"My family isa€l" Her lip trembles, her eyes well up. "a€l_Why?" 

><em> 

I urgently wave again, speaking quickly. "They'll be coming back to 
get you, someday. You must stay here, so they can find 
you . " 

"They'll be coming back to get me, somedaya€ 1 I must staya€ 1 stay here, 
so they cana€ 1 " 

She starts to cry. I can't bear it. _Forgive me, grandfather, I can't 
bear it . 

><em> 


"You must never leave this planet." 

"I musta€ 1 I must never leave Jakkua€l_no! Don't go!" 
><em> 


I turn, signaling to the brute of a Crolute standing several yards 
away. He lumbers over, leering down at Kira and wrenching her hand 



away from my tunic. _Am I killing her, leaving her with him? 

><em> 

"She's not to be harmed," I remind him, talking over Kira's cries. I 
try to tug on his thoughts, but there's a surprising resistance. A 
bit more than a weak mind in Unkar Plutt, evidently. 

"Right, right. She'll be safe as houses wi ' me boy, donchu ' worry." 

He laughs down at her, as though she's having a trivial tantrum. 
"You'll do right by old Unkar, won't you, girl? Scavenge for ' im in 
the Graveyard, crawl into hard-to-reach places where the good bits 
are, ey?" 

Another laugh, much too loud. "You'll ' ave to, if you want bread in 
that scrawny build!" 

Without another word, I walk back to the ship, forcing myself not to 
look back as Kira's begging screams tear at me from behind. 

_Jakku makes sense, _I tell myself as the navicomputer calculates a 
hyperspace route back to Endor. The site of the renowned final battle 
between the New Republic and the Imperial Remnant, Jakku's surface is 
littered with wartime refuse; a historian's dream come true. Before 
the battle, I've been told, Jakku bore a significant resemblance to 
Tatooine, but whatever paltry civilization it could once boast has 
been mostly replaced by a cutthroat society of scavengers and 
thieves . 

I almost wonder if it would be kinder to shoot Kira, than leave her 
there. _0n Jakku_, I tell myself, _she'll be away from the eyes of 
the galaxy, and she'll have a chance . The Supreme Leader won't know; 
he _can't_ know._ _Nobody cares about Jakku. Nobody comes to 
Jakku ._ 

_Except, _reminds my innermost self, _for Lor San Tekka. 

><em> 

I grimace in the face of my own weakness, but assure myself that this 
is the last of it. _Tekka won't find her. There are miles upon miles 
of dangerous terrain between his village and Plutt 's outpost. He'll 
never know she's here, and even if he does, he won't know 
she ' sa€ 1 important . 

><em> 

_But that's why you've chosen Jakku, _my weakness insists, _because 
it's Tekka ' s home. Because there's a chance, however slight, that he 
will find her. That he will even, perhaps, help her. 

><em> 

_No, _I respond fiercely, _he won't. 

><em> 

_Why not? 

><em> 

I punch the hyperdrive. 

Trepidation fills me as I land, but leaving the ship and making my 
way toward the pyre, I sense nothing of my uncle. He could return at 



any time, I know. He _must _have sensed thea€ 1 what I've done. I have 
to be quick. 

It's all still there, though utterly mutilated. The legs and arms 
that replaced living muscles and skin, the respirator that replaced 
worthless lungsa€l_He gave everything. Everything he'd been taught to 
be, everything he was _made _ofa€lhe gave it to the Dark Side. 

><em> 

_So why can't you? 

><em> 

The helm is there, too. Of course it is. It barely resembles the 
visage that once demanded fear and loyalty, looking more like a 
blasphemous parody of an ancient legend, but it's there. My 
birthright, laying in the ashes. 

I take it in my hands, pressing my forehead to its cold metal, 
anda€l unless it's my imagination, the night air grows colder around 
me. The Dark Side lingers here, in the remains of Vader's armor. 

Ita€ 1 _breathes_, like a hibernating beast, within his helm. I am, at 
once, for the first time, offered purpose. 

But first, I have to confess. 

I choke on a sob before I force out, "I have failed you, 
grandfather . " 

He wants me to continue. I _know _he does. His forgiveness, it 
crouches at the door. I need only ask. 

"The girl, Kiraa€ 1 she lives. I couldn't finish it. I am weak, I am 
smalla€ll am not worthy of your blood. I am undeserving of your 
legacy, I ama€ 1 _tainted _by your children, by the light they have 
forced on me . I am sorry. Lord Vader. I ama€ 1 forgive my weakness, 
grandfather . " 

Tears stream from my eyes, mingling with the dirt that clings to the 
helm and staining my face with blackness. A baptism of water, salt, 
and ash. Tonight I am born again. 

I raise my voice to a scream, howling with the wind across the forest 
night. "Forgive me, and I will renounce the name I _never 
_chosea€ 1 Forgive me, and when I am stronger, when the power of the 
Dark Side fills me as it once did you, I will return to Jakkua€ 1 I 
will kill Lor San Tekka, I will killKira, and I will kill your 
wayward sona€ 1 

"_Forgive me grandfather, and Ben Organa dies tonight ! "_ 

"_I'm Luke Skywalker, I'm here to rescue you!" 

><em> 

But those he has rescued are vastly outnumbered by those he has 
brought to harm._ 

><em> 

_"I am Luke Skywalker, Jedi Knighta€ 1 " 

><em> 



But what good is a Knight who can't defend?_ 

><em> 

_I am Luke Skywalker, and I've failed again. 

><em> 

For what is he but a collection of great catastrophes, a parade of 
lost lives he failed to save? What is Luke Skywalker but the charred 
bones of Owen and Beru Lars, the empty robes of Ben Kenobi, the 
mutilated body of Biggs Darklighter floating in the vacuum of space? 
What is he but a delusion of grandeur, spreading endless suffering in 
a mad search for a hopeless dream? 

_"There's nothing for me here nowa€ 1 " 

><em> 

_Is this how you felt, Obi-Wan? 

><em> 

_"Ben, why didn't you tell me?" 

><em> 

_BEN, WHY DIDN'T YOU TELL ME?! 

><em> 

Which Ben? He doesn't know. 

One of the bodies is Joli's; she was seven. "Have you brought 
presents. Master Luke?!" she would always ask, Twi ' lek eyes alight. 

He removes the Lurmanian woodband from his pocket, kneels down, and 
gently fastens it around her pale blue neck, before closing her eyes. 
He thinks she would have liked it. He hopes so. 

He doesn't move away fast enough to keep tears from dropping onto her 
face. Behind him, R2-D2 is completely silent. He hasn't made a sound 
since they landed. 

>Luke Skywalker is a failure of a Jedi, but he can sense what has 
happened. He has felt every last one of his apprentices ask the same 
question as they died, felt their confusion and overwhelming sense of 
betrayal. Even so, he needs to see.<em> If Ben were dead, I would 
feel it . <br>_ 

_If Ben were dead, it would be better. 

><em> 

_Is this what you did, Eather? 

><em> 

One by one, he names each body and carries it outside the Academy 
walls. Sheira and Quex, heads bashed in; Dev 'Ian, expected to defend 
the future of the Jedi Order with only a blaster, burned to a barely 
recognizable husk. So many others of his students, his children, have 
been killed by bowcaster bolts. 

But no Ben. No Kira. No bowcaster in Ben's bedroom. 

_Leia, Han, don't forgive me. 

><em> 



Because to be forgiven would be to remain family, and he is 
undeserving of a family. Thirty corpses now serve as a testament to 
what happens when Luke Skywalker is given a family. 

The rain increases, and he lowers his hood. He wants to disrobe 
entirely. He wants to lay naked in the dirt and the death and sink 
into it until it chokes the life out of him. Why should he stand 
taller than his family? _They were all better than me. Every 
one ._ 

_It wasn't your fault, Luke. 

><em> 

Obi-Wan doesn't appear, but his voice is enough for Luke Skywalker to 
realize that for the first time in over two decades, he is filling 
with nothing less than a fiery, black rage. "Who are _you_ to tell me 
whose _fault_ it was? Did you see it happen? Did you _talk _to Ben? 

Or did you just keep _quiet_, the way you did when Vader took my 
hand, or when the Emperor led us into a trap? Where _were _you, 
Obi-Wan? " 

_I can only advise, Luke. I cannot change the course of the galaxy, 
once it has been set . 

><em> 


"a€l There's nothing left, now. The children are dead, Kira is 
gonea€ 1 what has he done with her, Ben?" 

_I wish I knew. Within her, the Eorce has quietedaO 1 her fate is 
hidden from us._ 

"Quieted? What do you mean?" 

_Somehow it has been restrained, stifled. She is no longer the girl 
she once was._ 

"aOlWhat do I do now?" 

_Start again, my friend. Without blaming yourself. 

><em> 

"Ia€ll can't. Ben couldn't have done this himself, someone must have 
_made _him. He was a good person, Obi-Wan. I failed him. Ia€l" 

_You loved him. _There are years of regret and understanding behind 
Obi-Wan 's voice. _You loved your nephew, but he has been warped 
beyond your control. What Ben Organa did here was _not your fault, 
_any more than what Darth Vader did was mine. 

><em> 

"If I had understood him bettera€lif I had felt his paina€ 1 " 

_He is consumed by the darkness embedded in his grandfather's legacy. 
You could not have stopped that, Luke. 

><em> 

Luke Skywalker knows that's a lie. "Stop telling me what I want to 
hear," he growls. "It was my dutyto stop it. I promised Leia and Han 
that their son would be _safe _with me. This happened because of my 
failure to pass on the way of the Jedi . If this is what comes of my 



teachings, it ' sa€ 1 it ' s better if I disappear." 

_You are the last Jedi, son. All depends on you. 

><em> 

a€lNo. No, he cannot be the last Jedi, because Jedi are great 
leaders, people who save lives, not throw them away. No, the galaxy 
cannot depend on him, because then it will surely be destroyed. How 
can he save the Jedi from extinction when he couldn't save one lost, 
lonely boy from himself? 

Something is rising within him, churning, begging to be let out. 
Feeling he must, he submits. 

He screams at the sky like an animal, and the Force rips from his 
lungs, breaking trees, cracking stone, shattering the Academy a€" his 
Academy, the purpose of his very being a€" into debris that swirls in 
a vortex above his head. Rock and metal careens into the ground, and 
the Academy's foundation is ripped from the earth. The anger, fear, 
and aggression of Luke Skywalker rushes across the forest moon like 
the wrath of a malevolent god, until Obi-Wan Kenobi says only one 
thing . 

_Luke . You are frightening the droid. 

><em> 

_a€l_And then he has no more rage left. Luke Skywalker closes his 
tear-filled eyes, and somehow finds it within himself to allow all 
these horrors to wash away with the tide of the Force. As despair 
leaves him, the fragments of his dream fall back to the ground, 
slamming down in front of him with heartrending finality. Behind him, 
R2-D2 makes no sound. 


Luke Skywalker turns to his oldest friend, but does not walk to him. 
"I'm sorry, Artoo, " he whispers. "So very sorry." 


After a moment, R2-D2 rolls slowly to stand beside him, and whistles 
quietly. He knows his master understands him, after all this time. 
Luke Skywalker rests his true hand upon his friend, not wanting to 
answer, but knowing he must. 


"You're right. We'll burn them once the rain stops." 


Hours later, not long before the Endor sun will rise over the ruins 
of a once great hope, Luke Skywalker falls to his knees beside his 
droid, watching the flames consume his children. Tired, so very, very 
tired, he leans his false hand upon his companion. When he finds the 
words, he says, "I can't do it, Artoo. Can you forgive me?" 


He will go back to Leia and Han, and he will tell them 
owes them that much. He will force himself to look his 
horrified eyes, and make himself watch his best friend 
first time. 


everything. He 
sister in her 
cry for the 


And then, Luke Skywalker will vanish. 


End 
f lie . 



